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Will Be Prosecuted.' What about: 'Original Thinker, Beware!'? That
will keep them away."
When the invaders left, everything seemed different. We had grown
to like the presence of these jolly youngsters and now the lanes looked
deserted. One soldier only, a lance-corporal, was left behind to see that
all was left as it should be and while he was having tea with us, G.B.S.
came in.
The soldier was saying: "I've got a few Gilbert Murrays in my kit
bag which I read on an evening." He told us that he hoped to get back to
Oxford if he was young enough when the war ended.
"Your vowels are not Oxford," Shaw said, "they are not bad enough
for that. . . . They're Yorkshire."
"I thought I successfully disguised the fact," the soldier replied. He
left us to go on with his military duties, clearing tins and broken glass
out of the way.
"I must get my alphabet going again. This war is a nuisance. Do you
know if they have a choir in the local church, if so I can quite understand
why the rector is hanging on to life. The prospect of having to listen to
cherubim for all eternity is enough to deter anybody from the practice of
virtue."
"Your heaven is here," I suggested.
He challenged this statement.
"Heaven indeed! I've had to go through a treadmill of an office,
my home in Dublin was a torture and my school was a prison. I had to
go without decent clothes and food in London for years. I've had to
undergo all kinds of indignities. When I worked at the office the firm
extracted from me an assurance that I would not discuss religion or
politics because I made no secret of my opinions. I agreed and my con-
science has not been easy to this day on account of this promise."
. After seeing him off to his gate, I walked through the park and
towards the church. I heard singing and went in. I found a dozen
youngsters yelling at the top of their voices. They were not of the
village but had made themselves at home in God's house. "Roll out the
Barrel" was followed by "If you were the only Girl," and then a tune
with which I was not yet familiar but it seemed to amuse them a good
deal. Suddenly they became aware of my presence and fled in all
directions.
I do not know why I felt these tunes out of place considering they